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But they call in vain : " There is no summer in
that land-locked city." In the fourth section
speak the soldiers, who died in all ages, at
Ktinersdorf and Naseby, Tanneuberg and Dunkirk,
in Spain and the execution-yard ; their fame no
longer matters, nor the panoply) of war and state :

" these never pardon

The pain and sorrow.    It is the dying pardons,
For something different from man or emblem."

Then the poet imagines himself, like Rilke ("A
pale unlearned poet"), crying out in

" that high-pillared house

Where the great sit, in stone unmoved, yet knowing
The world's minute catastrophes *' (V)

for a solution of life's riddle. He learns that greatness
lies in acceptance ;

Wrestling with angels, they found out in time
Only the coward will resist that fall;
And so, embracing bravely the white limbs.
Engulfed in the long shining hair, they learnt
Humility and triumph.

The ** shadow-dance" fades, the poet returns to
normal life, having discovered that

. . . help or hope is none till the circle be broken
Of wishing death and living time's compulsion,
Of wishing love and living love's destruction.
Till then the soul is caged in brain and bone
And the observant man must walk alone.    (VI)

It is impossible to do justice here to this remarkable
piece of art in which the mediaeval Complaint, the
elegy, the visionary power of Wilfred Owei^